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The Tree That Stood Forever 
 
 
by Mary Alice Dixon 
 
One day not long ago, as time is measured by trees, a woman wandered fields of thyme and lavender 
near a small, hard-to-find town. She was a traveler who had become lost looking for home. Her 
memory was lost, too. 
  
Her name was Seanbhean, which means “old woman” in an tongue largely forgotten these days. But 
she did not look like an old woman. She looked young, long-limbed, well-muscled, and ample of hip. 
Her eyes were opal. Her hair was raven-black, except for a single curl of iridescent green that fell 
across her forehead. And she was lost. 
 
Slowly she walked to the center of the fields where a towering hawthorn tree stood. The tree was so 
tall its crown seemed to brush away the clouds. 
 
“This feels like home,” Seanbhean said, “maybe my memory will come back to me here.” The tree 
smiled. 
  
Under the hawthorn’s canopy, Seanbhean built a house of thyme, of lavender and moss. Wide 
windows opened freely, gladly letting in the breeze. With twigs she laid the floor, with hawthorn 
leaves she wove the door. But memory did not come. 
 
When night settled in around her, Seanbhean rubbed lavender across her eyes, tucked a sprig of 
thyme behind one ear, then slept. At midnight she dreamed of a great horned owl high above her in 
the tree. The owl had emerald feathers and amber eyes that glowed like twin stars in the dark. 
 
When morning came Seanbhean saw clumps of moss had fallen to the ground. She knit them 
together to make a table, soft and inviting. And she waited. But still, memory did not come. 
 
“Where,” she asked the tree, “where is my memory? I can’t find my past. Who am I?” 
 
The tree made no answer. But at that moment a weeping fig took root on Seanbhean’s table, rising 
from a broken eggshell. 
 
“Do you know where my memory is?” Seanbhean asked the fig. 
 
In answer, the fig sighed, shedding leaves, shifting its shape. Seanbhean understood. She knew she, 
too, must change. But she did not remember how. She removed her work boots and her apron, 
although she knew not why. 
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As night fell, Seanbhean dressed herself in feathers and combed her hair with talons, gently 
smoothing out the knots. Waiting, she stood outside her house. Wind sprites whipped across the 
fields.  
 
“Seanbhean, Seanbhean, your memory will come back,” the winds called to her. Seanbhean waited 
and watched, but memory did not come. 
 
Night after night, Seanbhean dressed herself in feathers and combed her hair with talons. Each night 
the winds foretold memory’s return. But memory did not come. 
 
Seanbhean remembered only that she could not remember anything except her herbs, her  
berries, and how to dress in feathers. She began to sleep by day. At night she waited, watching the 
sky through the hawthorn branches, listening to the dream cries of the fields. Each morning, she 
found that the fig plant had lost more of its once-glossy leaves, and she wept. As her tears watered 
the hawthorn, the tree grew ever taller. 
 
Then on the first night of summer, Seanbhean made tea from the ripe berries of the hawthorn tree. 
She drank the tea, crying in despair, “Who am I, who have I been? Who? Who?” 
 
Suddenly she felt the feathers on her dress dance in an old forgotten rhythm. Song filled her throat. 
Strong winds blew her hair and a wizard appeared, riding the winds, cloaked in midnight, holding a 
silken map of the sky. 
 
“I followed stars to find you,” the wizard said, stepping down from the winds and bowing before 
her. “I am thirsty for your tea.” 
 
He smiled at Seanbhean with sapphire eyes that warmed the night. She returned his smile. Her opal 
eyes grew amber wise. 
 
“We have met before,” she said, remembering. 
 
“We have,” he said, kissing her hair. 
 
“My memory,” Seanbhean said, “has come home to me. 
 
“My love,” she said. 
 
“My love,” the wizard answered. 
 
As moonlight broke the sky, Seanbhean took the wizard to her table. All night long they talked, 
sipping hawthorn tea, recalling days when circuits of the moon were endless, when thyme was 
evergreen, and nothing was forgotten. 
 
“I remember it all,” Seanbhean said, “I remember the tree when the world was a garden. The 
mother tree from which we branched before we fell. How we leafed in song and spoke in green. 
How we touched the clouds, flying with feathers of twilight. On a day not long ago.” 
 
“Not long ago,” the wizard said, “as time is measured by trees.” 
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“This tall tree,” Seanbhean said, leaning her head against the hawthorn, “has many stories.” 
 





On a day not long after this, as time is measured by trees, a girl was born in a small, hard-to-find 
town. As she grew up she made friends with a young boy who lived nearby. One day, when the girl 
was gathering thyme and lavender in the fields outside town, the boy came to help her. After filling a 
large basket, the two walked hand-in-hand to a tall hawthorn tree. 
 




“Look,” she said, “look, where the horned owl used to nest. Her nest’s gone.” 
 
“So it is,” said the boy, “so it is, for now.” 
 
On the ground under the tree they found an empty eggshell, yellowed with age. 
 
“For berries,” said the girl, gently lifting the shell. She put a few hawthorn berries into it. “Berries 
for tea.” 
 
“Ah,” grinned the blue-eyed boy, wrapping an arm around her waist, “I sure am thirsty.” He 
brushed a lock of hair out of her opal eyes. 
 
“That wild green curl, again,” he said, kissing her forehead, “it always comes back. Every time.” 
 
“Just like my memory,” she laughed, “even my memory of wings.” 
 
Seanbhean hooted in happiness, tucked a sprig of thyme behind one ear, and remembered that 
nothing is lost forever. 
 
Nearby a fig plant took root, watching, unweeping. The hawthorn smiled, remembering its many 
stories, knowing it would grow many more, becoming ever taller with time, as time is measured 
by trees.
